NOBEL

earth is but a speck of dust in the immeasurable xmiverse. But
we must remember Pascal's aphorism: " Man is but a brittle
reed, but he is a thinking reed. The universe does not need all
its strength to break him ; a gust of wind or a shower may suffice.
But even though the universe destroy the reed, the reed is more
than the universe that kills. For it knows that it dies, whereas
the universe is unaware of its victory."

A full human life is something great, and a man cannot be
measured according to the same standard as the milky way.

A life such as that of Alfred Nobel is worth the knowing; for
he was undeniably a great man by reason not only of his gifts
but also of his character and of his heart. But owing to the
reserve which he maintained, such a biography can only be frag-
mentary, and extensive periods of his life/s history must remain
uncharted areas on the map of his life.

He was born at Stockholm on the aist October, 1833, in a poor
home. His parents were then living at No. 9, Noniandsgatan,
probably in the back part of the house. His father had recently
filed his petition in bankruptcy, and the proceedings were not
concluded until a year after Alfred's birth. When Alfred was
four years old his father went to Finland to try his luck there,
but as the outlook for the future was very uncertain, the family
had to remain in Stockholm. It was here that Alfred grew up
with his two elder brothers. In the spring of 1837 Robert entered
the first class of Jacobs' preparatory school, to which Ludwig
went in the autumn of 1839, Alfred being sent in the autumn of
1841, when he was just eight years old. He only spent one further
term at the school, namely, the spring term of 1842, for in the
autumn of that year the family left for Petersburg. Alfred's
reports were magnificent. He was marked A for general intelli-
gence, together with only three other pupils out of eighty-two in
the class, and was also marked A for industry and conduct. He
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